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Poodle 


Author's Notes: 
Another one for Chrissy. You and your stuffing bunnies in my head *glares*. 


Tico paced back and forth, hands behind his back, jaw set resolutely. Jon and Richie stood at attention, watching 
him. Alec was keeping watch on their keyboardist, ready to sound the alarm if he stopped preening sooner than 


expected. 


"Before we go in there, | want to make sure you know exactly what we're in for. This won't be pretty - he 
might squeal, he might kick, he might start biting. There's a good chance he will use puppy eyes to distract us 
from our mission: you must not let that affect you. This is an important mission, men; the fate of the world 


may well be on our shoulders. Are you prepared?" 


Grinning, they held up their rolls of duct tape. Tico grinned back, raising a straightening iron and pointing it 
down the hall towards David's dressing room. 


"Charge!" 


"| don't know, Al. Are you sure its big enough?" David frowned, fluffing up his hair. Goddamn he looked good. 
"Al? Al? Helloooo. What good are you if - OOF." 


As he turned to confront the bassist, he was tackled into a chair, arms and legs pinned down as he struggled. 


"What the Hell are you guys doing? Lemme go! Lemme go!" David fought wildly against the grip of his 


bandmates, managing to free one leg, foot connecting with something. 
"Ow! You little shit!" 
"Omigod Jon I'm so sorry, | - hey!" 


Something was being wrapped around his wrists, holding him to the chair - duct tape. He redoubled his efforts, 


howling with protest when the tape was wrapped around his legs as well. 

Jon and Richie stepped back, admiring their handiwork. "Phase one complete, sir." 
"Sir? Who the fuck is sir? Untape me, fuckers. What the Hell is this?" 

He yelped as his chair was spun around and Tico leaned over him. 

"We have a problem, David." 


"Yeah we do. You fuckers taped me to a chair! What the fuck is this? Is this some kind of stupid joke? It isn't 
funny. Lemme go!" 


Tico sighed and reached out his hand, Richie giving him a roll of the tape. David's eyes went wide as Tico ripped 


off a piece. 

"Tico! Don't fucking tape my mouth shut! What the Hell do you think mmpf mmmpf MPF MMM MMMMMPH" 
"Much better. Now, like | was saying. We have a problem." 

"A bg problem." Richie chimed in, pulling at a strand of David's hair. 

"Mmpf mm mmf?" 

His hair? What the Hell was wrong with his hair? 


Nothing, that's what - oh, maybe that's the problem. They must be jealous! Being so unspeakably sexy can be 


a burden, sometimes. 
"We've told you a million times that having a poodle on your head is not attractive, Dave." 


So? He didn't have a poodle, he had a hot'n'sexy perm. Plus, he most certainly was attractive, so that didn't 
apply to him at all 


"But you don't listen" 

‘Mpf mm mm-mm" Because it doesn't apply. God. 

"So we've decided to take matters into our own hands” 
David went still. He didn't like the sound of that at all 


His struggles began with a renewed vigor when Tico reached over to the counter and picked up a.no. Oh God, 
no. 


A straightening iron. 

"MMMPF MMPF FMMF MMMMMPPIII!" 

No way, no fucking way. This hair had taken him goddamned hours! He pulled desperately against the tape, 
swearing viciously. Good thing the tape was distorting his words, the poor jerks would be scarred for fe if 
they heard some of these awesome zingers he was coming up with. 

"You know what this is, Davey?" 

"Mmpf mmpt MMPF MM-MMPFI" 

"Didn't think so. Doubt one of these has come within a mile of that mess." 


Mess? Mess? Yeah, like Mr. Grease-for-Hair was one to talk. 


David squirmed and wriggled, managing to scoot the chair back so his head was just out of reach of the iron 
when its cord was pulled to the limit. 


Hal Take that, asshole. Score one for the Dave-meister. 


He groaned when his chair was pushed forward once more - dammit! Jon and Richie. He'd forgotten about 


them. Now they leaned against his chair, keeping him from moving back again. 


Fuck. Tico grinned, a glint in his eye not unlike what David would expect a serial rapist would have when 


approaching someone as attractive as he was. David screwed his eyes shut, whimpering, as the straightening 


iron - tool of the devil - moved ever closer to his glorious mane of sexy, sexy curls. 


A strand of his hair was pulled lightly, enclosed in warmth, and pulled again. David could feel the iron moving 


down, undoing several hours of prep time. 


Jon and Richie were laughing behind him, those dicks. He was so going to shit in their beds later. Right in their 
goddamned beds. In their suitcases, too. 


The iron moved along the same strand once, twice more, then moved on. David went back to fighting the tape, 


pulling as hard as he could, sure he felt the bit wrapped around his right wrist giving way. 

‘It'd be an awful shame if someone wiggled so much | slipped and burned his head." 

"Or pulled some hair out," Richie mused 

"Oh yeah, thatd be just awful" Jon and Richie started laughing again as David screamed into the tape. 
"MMMMMMMPF! MM-MM MMMPF MMPF MMPF-MM!" 

If any of his goddamned hair got pulled out he'd be shitting on faces 

Hours passed. Or what felt like hours, anyway. Any time David struggled, someone would pull his hair. He had 
no idea if it was Tico pulling on it with the iron, threatening to yank some out, or if it was just Jon or Richie 


fucking with him. Either way, he was pissed. 


"Aaaand..done" David opened his eyes as his chair was turned toward the mirror, whimpering when Tico ripped 


the tape off his lips. 
"Much better, eh?" 
"No. Its stupid and | hate you. Untape me, asshole." 


Tico laughed and signaled Jon, who pulled scissors out of his pocket and started cutting David free, muttering 
about where he'd shove those scissors if he got kicked again 


"You perm your hair again, this all happens again Got that?" 
"Is my goddamned hair, I'll do what | want." 


Tico sighed and snapped his fingers, and Jon stepped away with only one of David's legs free. "Have it your way. 
Boys?" 


Jon and Richie followed Tico out of the room. 

"Guys? Oh, fuck, come on guys. Its just my fucking hair! Fuck!" He started to struggle again, pulling his whole 
body upwards then back against the chair, over and over, silently cursing himself for being so skinny. But the 
tape was giving, he could feel it, any minute he'd be - 


"Shit!" On his side on the floor. Fuck. 


"Tico! Jon? Richieeee! Come back! Guys, come on. Okay, I'll keep my hair straight! Guys? Anyone? This isn't 
fucking funny, you fuckers. l'm gonna fucking kill you!" 


He whimpered and wriggled, dragging the chair across the floor with his body until his head was out the door. 
The other three were standing just outside, laughing so hard none of them could stand up straight. 


"Yeah, yeah, very fucking funny. Lemme go!" 
"| don't - oh my God you're on the floor, this is great. Where's Al with the camera?" 


"NO! Lemme go lemme go lemme go lemme gol" He squirmed frantically on the floor, swearing when his knee 


hit the wall. 

"Teek, we should free him. We have to go on soon" 

Tico nodded and knelt down. "So what have we learned today, Dave?" 

"That you're an asshole. An asshole with bad taste in hair." 

Richie made a sound like a game show buzzer, sending Jon into another fit of hysterical laughter. 
"Wanna try that again?" 

David sighed. "I learned not to perm my hair. Because you're an asshole." 

"You're not being very nice to the guy who's gonna let you go." 


"Sorry. You're not an asshole. You're a wonderful sweet kind person who has all our best interests at heart. 


Now lemme gol" 


Tico smiled and went to get the scissors, cutting David free. He bolted up, peeling tape from his wrists. Thank 
God he'd been wearing long sleeves. 


"You guys are bitches." 


"Your hair looks nice." 


"Fuck you." David knocked him aside and stormed down the hall, pushing Richie and Jon out of the way and 


nearly mowing Alec over. 
Tico turned to his army. "Nice work, men. Mission accomplished." 


With a salute, they parted to finish getting ready for the show. 


